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READ FLINTLOCK FEUD 



STORY OF. THE MAN 
FROM LONG AGO 



Boys! Girls! Win our thrilling 

indgJ |\ /*° an V city dotted 
1 jl J J [_| on this MAP 

-ran! 

for an Expense-Paid Vacation Trip 
with ONE adult to keep you company 

Limited to Boys and Girls under 15 

JO WIN, JUST BE LUCKY f 



GRAND PRIZES I to ONE Boy and 
ONE Girl anywhere in the U. S. A. 



rlim-n »y~tem with paid IrorMporU 
norm, and pocket money tor the w. 
mp.-iniotw. Winner* aim gel hand* 
nior nlewarde** uniform*. Trip, i 



rem and their adult 



50 PRIZES EVERY 2 WEEKS! 



Ither valuable priw* coma .-mly and often. These includ 
'"lumbia bilien, TrnVlor Deluxe r.-.urd player*. Hopalon 
'awidy or Cinderella wrisiwatrhi-s. and (llr.be roller skate. 
Inrf the winner* ire still eliiible for the Grnnd Prize*! 




AMERICAN AIRLINES UNIFORM TOO- 
AND YOU'LL BE JUNIOR PILOT OR 
STEWARDESS ON YOUR FLIGHT. 



Off 1 RINGS fOR YOU! "JET PILOT" Ring lor Boys! 

"JET STEWARDESS" Ring lor Girls! O o Mp fafad. Adjustable for s 

With the purchase of your NEW RED GOOSE SHOES! 



FLIGHTY. Prrl 




JO YOUR REO GOOSE OEAIER for an Official Entry Blank! 




MsLEEP IN THE 
^ LOS AND SOD 
CABIN OF PtiR01,'THE 
MAN FROM LONG ABO" 
ROY AND PAT ARE 
AWAKENED BY A 
WHISPER FROM THEIR 
HOST'S SON... 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




JND THEN FROM THE DARKNESS BEYOND THE 

HOUSES COME OTHER SHOTS- PVRD15 AND WADES 

FIRING AT BANNERMAN GUNFLRSHES! 




V HOUR LATER THE PURDYS HAVE LED ROY 
AND PAT INTO A WILD JUMBLE OF CANYONS AND 
SIOE-CANY0N5-A COUNTRY STOOD ON END... 



/^BUT IP'N fOU SEE A BANNERMAW, 
(SHOOT PIBS17 VOU LIKELV WONT GET 
V A CHANCE IF HE SEES tOUf 





7/5TRUST1NS THE FLINTLOCK, ROY 
VMM HIS PISTOL AND FIRES. ALL 
IN ONE MOTION... 



'Of'S BULLET KNOCKS OUT THS FIRST 

DRHBULCHER'S WEAPON" AS THE OTHER 

BANNERMAN FIRES. 




from farther along the ridge, more 

Bullets come-to kick up dust at 

the brnnerman5' heels.' 




IT, ROY/ YOUR ~S/ UMMM/ALlS 
REPKATING SIPLE IS PLUMB \ TOO LIKELY YOU 
NO SOOD.' IF I'O BEEN SHOOT- I WOULD HAVE/ 
" I'D HAVE GOT 
ME A BANNERMAN: 





1 AND THE HOUSES A/TSft'T 
* WHERE WE LEPT THEM. 1 ICAN 
I SEE THAT FROM HERE: THEY 
COULD HAVE STRAYED, BUT 
MAYBE THEY HAD HELP;' 




THEKOGUES 

OFROARMG 

CANYON 






THERE'S ROOM IN THE Ny'WEJKKiF' JUNE-AFTER 
BOAT FOR TWO MORE, ROY/ \ SOME SLUICE ROBBERS.' 
WHY DON'T YOU AND RAT } BUT WE MISSED r 
COME ALONG? OR APE YOU /_ THEIR TRAIL.' 
ON URGENT BUSINESS? 




THE OLD COGGER WHO SHOT OUR 1 HOLD ON, ROY.' 
BOAT OUT FROM UNDER US MUST / VOL) PON'TAIM 
HAVE SOME 6RUB HE COULD /TO TRY TONIGHT* 
SPARE --AND HE'S ONLY A -^L HE'DSHOOTFIRST- 
UTTLE WAV UP ;— RIVER- 




...WHILE OOWN THE GORGE'S BOULDER-STREWN &T MS CAMF'RE. NEAR THE. CANYON'S MOUTH, 
FLOOR, A BIS, RUSTY-COATED BEAK AMBLES OLD FRIJOLE SAM IS BLISSFULLY UNAWARE 

TOWARD THE SCENT OF FRYING BACON. OF APPKdACHINS VISITORS. 




'AIN- MADDENED, THE BRUTE CHARGES... 





I HE WEIBMTOP TWO - 

PLONBiNB MEN CARRIES 

HIM DOWN! 



I'LL WATCH THESE DRVGULCHERs7v 0URmFLE ' s ^| 

ROY, WHILE YOU SO AFTER THE \EAlPTy.' BETTER 
REST OFYOUR PART 1 */ AND IFANY J TAKE THIS.' / 
MORE OF'EM COME SKULKIN'AROUMLWS 








Pete Palmer loved animals almost 
as be loved people. There wasn't much recrea- 
tion on a Montana (arm in 1846 and, after 
his chores were done, Pete got tired of fishing, 
He kept a bird bath in the back yard; a hen 
coop by the corral; a garter snoke under his 
bedr assorted frogs and caterpillars in various 
locations,- and a beagle hound. Bui, more 
than anything else, he longed for a horse, 
Even a pony- But, every time he mentioned 
h% his father gave him the same answer, 
"You're not old enough, Pete." Pate didn't 
contest the matter, but he didn't fhink thirteen 
was Too young. After his father had bedded 
dfewn the mare for the night, Pete would 
secretly ride her in the barn. 

He was returning frorrra profitable fishing 
jaunt one day when he thought he heard a 
horse whinny- He followed the sound and, 
to his great joy, discovered a roan maverick * 
caught in some brambles 

Pete ran all the way home to get some 
rope and a hatchet. The horse was still there 
when he got back, his smooth coat splotched 
red from the brambles. Pete quickly made a 
halter, looped it ovei the horse's neck, and 
tied it to a tree Then he hacked away the 
brambles. 

"That better, feller?" asked Pete. The horse 
nuizled him, gratefully. 

"Let's go, Ruby," said Pete, deciding on a 
name. He was afraid to take Ruby home, 
fearing his father might sell him. Finding some 
tall grass, he tethered his new companion 



near by. 

"I'll be back tomorrow," promised Pete. 

The next day he hurried through his chore*. 
with an eagerness that made his father won- 
der. When he was done, he raced off to- 
where he'd left Ruby. 

"I brought you an apple," said Pete, av 
the horse neighed happily. Pete was riding 
Ruby in a circle when the horse whinnied 
strangely. Pete slid off and scrambled to the- 
top of a boulder. Less than one hundred 
yards away, he could see a group of ferocious 
Apaches riding towards him, wearing war 
paint! 

He leaped on Ruby's back and dug his 
heels into the roan's haunches. Branches 
slashed at Pete's face and arms, but he kepi 
urging Ruby faster. Pete yelled exultantly 
when he spied his father's cabin. But his exul- 
tation turned to grief when Ruby's leg sank 
in a post hole and Pele was thrown onto some 
soft loam. 

"Indians!" yelled Pete, as his father rar» 
towards him. They all jumped in the buck- 
board and soon were safe inside Fort Cutler. 

"Dad, will they kill Ruby?" wept Pete. 

"I doubt it, son. Indians like horses. They 
won't take him, though. He'd be too much 
trouble, lamed and all. We'll find him when 
we go back. I promise you that he'll be yours." 

Sure enough, Pete found Ruby the next 
day. As the little horse took the oats and 
water Pete brought him, he knew Ruby and h» 
would be great pals. 

THE END 



WfWrtmETHAlLOF 
YOUR ROBBER.PETE— 
THOSE LITTLE TRACKS 
THE OUST, AN 
OFA DRAGGING TAI 




ES.SIflr THIS OLD DOUBLE-EAGLE tS 
THE SAME SORT OFCOIN THAT SHORTY 
FOUND — ONLY HE GOT iW#A?/AJ , 
OF'EMf IT WAS ONE DAY WHEN HI 
I WERE HUNTING 'COONS I* 
REO CANYON.. I CAN SEE THE 

PLACE, NOW' 




-IT WAS JUST GETTING DAYLIGHT DOWN IN THE CANYON'S" 
BOTTOM, ANO THE MUSIC OF SHORTY'S HOUNDS WAS ECHO- 
ING BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN THE HIGH ROCK WALLS ..." 




WE DIDN'T HAVE ANY GUN5, EITHER — JUST FLASHUGHTS 

ETsr THE IDEA WAS TO MTWA'COON— 
OT SHOOT HIM. " 




'• — WHERE A THOUSAND CRACKS OFALLSIZES MADE 
THE BEST SORT OF PLACE FOR 'COONS TO ESCAPE! OLD 
MR.'COON HAD MADE FOR IT, WHEN HE FIRST HEARD THE 
DOGS ON HIS TRAIL. 




ID KNEES GOT SKINNED UP- 
FOLLOWING THOSE ROUGH ROCK PASSAGES y 
BUT WE HARDLY FELT IT!" 




"AT LAST THE DOGS WERE STUMPED— AND SHORTY'S 
FLASHLIGHT SHOWED US WHY' THE'COON HAD BACKED 
IN BETWEEN TWO SHELVES OF ROCK.WHERE ONLYA 
SMALL DOG COULD REACH him.' 



"SHORTY'S FAVORITE — A LITTLE TYKE CALLED LADY— 
TRIED IT' AND GOT HER NOSE WELL SCRATCHED'SHE 
WAS LUCKY NOT TO HAVE BEEN BITTEN,TOO" 

' FOOLISH OR N0T,SHORTY WAS BOUND TC 
,S A WIRY LITTLE MAN— Al 
BIGGER THAN A 80Y' 




■ WHEN shorty had crawleo and wormed 

ABOUT FIFTEEN FEET.HE FOUNO HE'D WASTEO HIS 
TIME ANOTHAT 




'WHILE I WAS GONE, SHORTY SQUIRMED AR( 

MORE, AND BY LUCK HE FOUNO A OiPIN THE ROCK WHERE 

ME COULD MOVUfiOUND fl LITTLE..." 



' SOME DIM LETTERS PAINTED ON THE ROTTEN CANVAS 
SACKING SAVE HIM A PRETTY 



WAS SO INTERESTED IN HIS FIND THAT HE FOR- 




-SHORTV'S SHIRT CAME OUT FIRST, STUFFEO FULL OF 
SOLD— ENOUGH TO BUT A MIGHTY FINE RANGH.WH1CH 
IS JUST WHAT SHORTY DID, LATER ON " 



the west's top Cowgirl is 
DALE EVANS 

ask your favorite 

DELL Comics dealer 
for a copy today Only lO)*' 

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




belch! Davy Crockett 
maid trade his 
horse and rifle for 
this greats new 

*»* SchuHiut 




sparkling colors 
... all sfies for 
boys and girls. 



bsr-- 



ftft 



I A PRESENT FOR 

5 See your favorite movie t 



folder, GET IT FREE! Fro 



ARNOLD, SCHWINN & CO. • Chicago 39, 



YOU! j 

"n b" t '- 
ull-color 1 


ffS Arnold, Srhwlnn 1 Compnn 
I 1 705 North Kildare f, ,..,,„ 

H FJtEEt The Full Color SdtWHI 
1 Nam* 


Bifce Foldc 
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A Kangaroo mother and son 

Can go merrily jumping as one, 

They're off to the store 

For a treat they adore 

Baby Ruth adds so much to the fun! 




CURTiSS 

CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY Otto Schnerihg, Founder 



'Mi 



